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Summary:
It all started with a pumpkin plushie and a boatload of emotional incest.

Notes:
Finally popped out another fic! Please leave a kudos and/or comment if you enjoyed <3. Also, this work will be updated with a collaborative sfw art piece sometime hopefully by the end of October.

Some more fun things:
-this work is participating in a Halloween contest, my first ever that I actually went through with
-this work was initially inspired by the trans girl and pumpkin meme. (more trans man with pumpkin rep needed!!!!)
-this work occasionally references things like 'memes' and 'internet forums'
-this work does have some subtle but pretty clear references to rape in a few contexts
-Ashley is 13, Andrew is 15
-Andrew is on T, Ashley does not have any HRT in the current point of the story
-this might just be the first straight ship i actually finished writing a fic of
-there are currently two more fic ideas I have for this fandom/pairing, one in this series and one not, so stay tuned folks :)

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
Strange as it may have been, Ashley was not unused to her odd sexual whims. A girl has needs, you know! She was already experiencing puberty, and though she didn’t like most of its effects, this one she very much did. Laying in bed, surrounded by adorable plushies, wearing one of her big brother’s old hoodies. Who could blame her for getting a little excited over that? It was nearing Halloween, and so most of the plushies she had out right then were themed accordingly. A black cat with a witches’ hat, a cute little zombie, and many more fun friends. And of course, a pumpkin. She needed her brother, of course, but this too would work just fine. 

 

In the soft light of her lamp, snuggling further into pink fabric and making furtive glances toward the door, Ashley grabbed the pumpkin plush. With a thrill, like she was doing something wrong, she put it close to her bare little cock and began to grind against it slowly. Gently. Smearing her juices all over the toy and mewling desperately. She covered her mouth, looking at the door again before resuming her exploration with the pumpkin. She sped up her movements, keeping the toy flush with her body with one hand while the other wandered up her waist and stomach and chest, over her nipples. She shivered deliciously, imagining it was her big brother, her handsome Andy, touching her like this. She would do anything, anything, for him to notice her like that. To touch and hold her like that. To make her his. 

 

She heard her brother come home, calling for her, “Ashley!” Hearing him call for her, his voice cracking towards the end, was all it took for her to finish. Making a truly embarrassing mess of the previously undefiled pumpkin. “Ashley?” he called for her again. She could hear his footsteps coming closer to their room. With no napkins in sight and not wanting to get her beautiful hoodie dirty, she quickly tried to rub her mess into the plush so it wouldn’t be as obvious and stuck it deep within a pile of them on her bed. Good enough. It was quite lucky that Ashley was a fast thinker, because not a moment after she had finished doing so, her brother opened the bedroom door. “There you are, Leyley, why didn’t you come when I called you?” Ashley did her best not to giggle at the irony of that statement but did so anyway.

 

“Sorry Andy,” she tried to think fast again, rifling through her brain for an excuse, “I was just all comfy in bed,” she gave him her best puppy eyes.

 

He looked unconvinced. Ashley almost always ran to the door when Andrew came home.

 

Ashley quickly added, “and I’m naked down there,” she grinned mischievously, not missing the way a slight blush tinged Andrew’s cheeks before he fixed his face. 

 

“I didn’t have to know that.”

 

“You didn’t believe me!”

 

Silence hung between them for a moment.

 

“Okay,” Andrew said simply, and that was the end of that conversation. During their dialogue, however, Andrew had ended up standing close to his sister’s bed. As he made to leave, probably to go watch TV or do homework, Ashley grabbed his sleeve and pulled.

 

“Stay here! I missed you.”

 

Andrew grumbled something illegible but made no more moves to leave, sitting himself criss-cross beside his little sister’s bed. 

 

Ashley put her face nice and close to his and began, “sooo… what’s work been like.” She was actually curious. But mostly, she just wanted to be close to Andy.

 

Andrew took a lock of her hair between his fingers and twisted it round and round before responding, “tiring. Full of annoying people. Makes me miss you more.” Ashley’s heart sped up a little at this admission. Upon noticing the clips still in his sister’s hair long after she’s finished her day, Andrew began to remove them one by one. 

 

A car started beeping loudly outside. Andrew took his sister’s momentary distraction as an opportunity to finally drop his guarded expression, looking at her with all the adoration in the world. Guilt ate at him for the unbrotherly ways in which he noticed his young sister’s beauty. Ashley was a sight to behold, soft but full of intensity, innocent and devious all at once. Her black hair just like his own gleamed under the light. Her wrists, her collarbones, her waist, her–. The train of thought stopped there as Ashley turned her adorable face back to him, scrunching it up, “it’s so fucking loud, when do you think it’s gonna turn off?”

 

“Who taught you to curse?” he laughed, petting her hair almost subconsciously.

 

“I did!” Ashley announced proudly, pulling a notebook out of her nightstand and showing her big bro a hearty list of colourful words. 

 

Andrew sighed, “they grow up so fast.”

 

For that, he got a punch in response and a fiery few words to boot, “you were swearing much earlier than me! I remember!”

 

“Yeah, yeah.”

 

The siblings continued to chat and occasionally bicker, and Andrew continued to brush Ashley’s hair through his fingers right up until their parents came home. 

 

Momma Graves started on Andrew first. “Andrew! Didn’t I tell you to take out the trash? And why do I see unfinished homework on the table? Just because you have a job now doesn’t mean you can neglect your education!” 

 

She then moved on to Ashley, “Ashley! Why do I see an unfinished bowl of cereal on the table! Clean it up!”

 

The siblings responded in unison, “sorry, mom.”

 

“I don’t want sorry, I want you kids to be responsible!”

 

Without another word, Andrew threw his sister underwear and a skirt from their dresser and ran to the living room. Ashley followed just quickly enough to see him disappear out the door with two comically large trash bags. 

 

* * *

A few days have passed. Finally, Andrew had the house to himself. A day off work while his parents went off to the city and his sister stayed with some family friends. He did miss her, but there were a few things he wanted to get done with no one around to see or stop him. At first, all he did was watch TV– putting off his plans and steeping in guilt. But gradually, the hours ticked by and he figured if he wanted to do what he wanted to do, he had to do it soon.

 

Entering their shared room, Andrew saw Ashley’s discarded clothes thrown haphazardly over her headboard. What a scatterbrain, he laughed to himself. He slowly, carefully made his way over to Ashley’s bed, as if it might be rigged with explosives. And then, all at once, before he could back out, jumped onto it with his entire body, kicking off his shoes as he went. It smelled like her. All of it. The sheets, the blanket, the pillow… the stuffed animals. A strange and familiar scent presented itself to him. One of sex. He tentatively followed his nose to a pile of plushies, digging through it until he found one particular pumpkin. Ha. Moment of ironic pause. 

 

It smelled like his sister. It smelled like sex. His brain went haywire at the subtle suggestion, face turning ten shades of red. Blood ran elsewhere, too. It’s not his fault his sister’s so damn cute. It’s not his fault she smells, looks, is so perfect… it’s definitely his fault that he actively decided to spend some alone time on his sister’s bed for more than brotherly reasons. There was no time for denial, and too it was not the time for guilt or shame. It was time to revel. And then, later, hear Leyley’s sweet voice insulting him in his head for it. 

 

Andrew threw off his pants and with a delirious humour quoted one of those ‘meme’ things from the internet, modifying it to his current predicament; it’s not incest if you keep your socks on. Yeah right. He did at one time anonymously post his feelings to some forum. The overwhelming consensus on the topic was ‘KYS.’ Andrew decided it was better to keep those things to himself at that time. It didn’t matter now, anyway. The only thing that mattered now was her; and the stupid pumpkin that smelled like pleasure. 

 

Just like Ashley had done previously, Andrew pressed the thing right up close to his tdick and groaned. The pumpkin was warm from the radiator beneath the bed. He couldn’t help but imagine he was fucking his little sister as he snapped his hips up against it. Rutting like a dog, panting like one too– perhaps you could call it puppy love. For his sister. Stranger things have happened; murder among them. Slick practically flowed from him, soaking into the toy and further befouling it. Andrew imagined he could feel his lovely Leyley’s cum mixing with his own, killing this silly pumpkin just like the two of them had killed Nina not so many years ago. This thought, messed up as it was, was enough to push Andrew over the edge. 

 

Post-orgasmic clarity set in. Surely, it was just the thought of them mixing like that which brought him over, right? Surely, he wasn’t getting off on what the two of them did that fateful day. Surely, his incestuous feelings were the lesser evil– no– the only one. And there was nothing to worry over there. No, it didn’t feel good to kill a girl with his sister for daring to crush on him. No, it didn’t excite him to remember how happy Leyley was when he played along. No, he wasn’t even the tiniest bit aroused by the way she immediately tried to blackmail him into staying with her and only her forever. That would be crazy. Totally crazy. Andrew wasn’t crazy. 

 

He tried to lay back in Ashley’s bed and relax in the hormonal haze. Bunched up her blanket and held it tight, imagining cuddling her the same way. His relaxation was short-lived, however, as the house phone started ringing. Growling (again, much like a dog), he got up off the bed and made his way to the phone. 

 

“Hello?”

 

“Is this Andrew?”

 

“Yeah..?”

 

“Ashley’s scaring our kid, can you go pick her up? Please?? I can’t seem to get a hold of your parents and she’s saying some really concerning things– ah shit she’s asking me for the phone–”

 

“Let me speak to her.”

 

Unlikely the woman on the other end heard him because, not a second after Andrew finished his sentence, a cheerfully devilish voice came over the phone, “Andyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy!”

 

“Yeah, Leyley?”

 

“This bitch–” insulted arguing could be heard over the phone, “sorry, this lady– says I have to go home cause her kid’s a total crybaby.”

 

“Alright Leyley, I’m coming to pick you up. Don’t cause any more trouble while I’m on my way, okay?”

 

“Only if you give me a kiss when we’re home!”

 

Andrew could only imagine the weird looks being pointed at his sister while they’re on the call together. She’s too old for that to be read as normal anymore. Thirteen and still very keen on physical affection from her brother. Maybe in some cultures it was normal, but not theirs. And why a kiss, anyway? Why not a hug? A kiss where? He hung up without responding to her solicitation for a kiss. Of course he wanted to kiss her. But to ask for that in front of a bunch of strangers? Shame burned inside him mingled with second-hand embarrassment. And some pity, too. With a filter like that, it was little wonder no one wanted to be around her. He kicked himself for thinking that. He wanted to be around her. Adored her, even. If people didn’t like her that was their problem. How dare he think something so cruel after fucking getting off on her. How dare he.

 

Putting on his shoes and quickly tying them, Andrew took the note with the address written on it off the fridge and exited the house. He pulled up the GPS on his phone and walked the few miles necessary, right up to an open front door with a concerned woman peeking out it and his Leyley standing in front of it bouncing on her feet. 

 

“Aren’t you old enough to drive already, young man?” the woman inquired.

 

He smiled shyly, “almost.” Ashley seemed to read this as attraction rather than feeling small and gave him a glare that could kill. He stared her down right back. God, the things he wanted to do to her, the things he wanted her to do to him. Flashing through his head as she continued fuming at him. Nasty, sick things. He looked away and Ashley laughed as if she had won something. He was so glad she didn’t know.

 

“Come on, Leyley, we should get home before sunset.”

 

Behind him, he could almost hear her rolling her eyes, “fine. But tell that lady and her stupid kid not to invite me any more.”

 

Andrew sighed, half love and half worry, suppressing the urge to say they won’t.

 

Ashley dramatically recounted the events that had transpired that day as they strolled amicably back home. Andrew listened to her fondly, accepting her hand every time she gave it to him; even after having to wipe off palm sweat numerous times. 

 

The sun did set before they got home. Andrew didn’t even remember to complain.

 

“Where’s my kiss?”

 

A chaste kiss was placed on her forehead. Obviously, this was not what she wanted, and she pulled her tall and broody Andy’s lips down to hers. Before she could get much further, however, Andrew pushed her away aggressively, wiping his lips despite no saliva being passed between them. Ashley didn’t say anything, but her eyes welled up and she ran into their room, slamming the door behind her. He could hear her sobbing her little heart out and he ached to make it better. It was his fault. She only ever cried because of him. He was such a shit brother. 

 

No words were exchanged between them the rest of the evening. In fact, Ashley didn’t even bother to leave their room for dinner. Andrew covered for her, telling their parents that she was tuckered out from all the excitement of the day. He knew she wouldn’t want them seeing her so vulnerable. Andrew slept on the couch that night. 

 

* * *

The siblings were still not on speaking terms. Andrew went an entire day without Ashley poking fun at him or rambling at him. Or even smiling at him. Of all the things Ashley had done to him, this silent treatment might just be the last nail in his coffin. His lonely, single-person coffin. He felt like death. Drank so much coffee only to make himself worse and briefly wondered if his friend Jackson knew anyone who had cocaine. Might help. (It wouldn’t.) 

 

Meanwhile, Ashley spent an entire day spiraling over her rejected kiss. How could Andy be so cruel to her? Why didn’t he love her as much as she loved him? Why not indulge her a little even, when they were all alone? She felt stupid for liking a boy who didn’t like her back, and suddenly understood all the whiny girls in her class. Felt stupid for touching herself to the thought of him when he would barely touch her at all. Not like she was special, anyway. He played with the hair of other girls too, she saw him do it, she saw him even kissing another girl. On the lips! What a nightmare. She wished she could be that girl for just a second. She briefly wondered if it was because she wouldn’t look like a girl anymore soon enough. Collapsing into another fit of tears, she wailed like a dying animal.

 

Andrew couldn’t take it any more. He had to at least see her. He prepared a very late brunch and knocked on their bedroom door. Sweet, small Leyley opened the door, eyes puffy and red tear streaks standing vividly against her pale skin. “What.” A word. Maybe angels were smiling down on them.

 

“I made you breakfast,” he tried to shoulder open the door.

 

Ashley stopped him, holding the door open just a crack, and took the food. She did not say thank you. Or anything else, for that matter. 

 

Daytime faded and the curtains cast spooky shadows in both the bedroom and the living room. It was Hallows’ Eve, and tensions be damned, Andrew was going to ask his sister to go trick or treating with him. Ashley was clearly thinking about it too, as when Andrew threw the door open unannounced, she was dressed up all pretty and spooky. A marionette doll, she told him that was what she wanted to be for Halloween two months in advance. How ironic then that it was Andrew that felt puppeteered by her. 

 

“Come trick or treating.”

 

“I will, just not with you.”

 

“But–”

 

“I’m going by myself, okay! Fuck you!”

 

Now Andrew’s heart was breaking, too, “but it’s not–”

 

“Shut up! ”

 

“It’s not safe!”

 

“I can take care of myself!” A lie.

 

“You know you’re too pretty to go out so late without me to protect you.”

 

Ashley took several moments trying not to break to the sickeningly sweet compliment before responding again with another lie, “I don’t care. I don’t want to go with you.”

 

Andrew stopped hovering at the door frame and turned around, “fine.”

 

“Fine.”

 

The moment that Ashley slammed the door behind him, Andrew went to work. He was somewhat glad that his dad was short and skinny, his clothes could fit on a fifteen year old boy just fine. He picked out an all-black getup, even a ski mask, and got dressed. Gloves too, in case he had to kill someone. You never know.

 

Hearing the front door open and close, Andrew ran to throw on a pair of boots and grab a knife. Again, you never know. A secret part of him hoped that he could scare his sister into coming back– thinking he was some stranger that wanted to hurt her. He buried it, just like he’d bury anyone that would actually try to hurt his sister. 

 

The curly blonde wig she had meticulously adjusted as she prepared made Andrew’s little sister very easy to pick out of a crowd. He stalked not too close and not too far behind her at all times, hiding whenever he felt she might notice him. 

 

This continued long into the night, Andrew growing more paranoid by the second that something might happen to Leyley. He assured himself that that would never be the case, not under his watch. The only person allowed to hurt his sweet sister was him. A horrific feeling crawled through his mind, a guilty pleasure at how vulnerable she was to him. How easily he could just– he banished the thought from his mind. The mask might keep his identity unknown, but he would never forgive himself for that. Never. 

 

At long last, Ashley decided she was done for the night, saying aloud to herself, “guess I should be getting home, huh.” 

 

Andrew full on sprinted back, barreling through the door. He huffed and puffed, trying to catch his breath, but didn’t allow himself long to rest. He needed to dispose of the evidence. He wasn’t stalking his little sister. That would be weird. He shucked off a black coat, black shirt, black pants, ski mask, gloves, and hid the knife within the pile– quickly tucking it all in a corner of their parents' room. He then exited the room and collapsed against the wall outside it, finally able to properly calm his heart and mind. Or so he believed.

 

Ashley entered the house soon after he was done hiding his little crime. He didn’t even have the time to make it to the living room, or any less conspicuous spot. But when Ashley walked by, she didn’t even look at him. She walked directly into their parents' bedroom, and, almost as if she knew it was there, picked up the pile of blackness and deposited it right at Andrew’s feet. She looked at him then, but didn’t say anything. Just stared and stared. He couldn’t read her expression at all. 

 

As Ashley walked away and to their shared bedroom, Andrew picked up the pile and followed. She did not close the door on him this time, but she didn’t acknowledge him either. 

 

“Look, Leyley, I can explain.” He dropped the pile next to his bed and sat on it, facing her.

 

She turned around, “go to bed, Andy.”

 

It was not a request. Andrew didn’t mind, though. She has used his nickname. That was good, right? He laid awake with his eyes closed for a bit, worrying about why she wasn’t making a bigger fuss about what he did. Eventually, he drifted into a fitful sleep. 

 

Ashley sat in her bed for a bit, writing in her diary and watching her big brother sleep. He looked a lot less like an asshole like that. Angelic, even. She wished she had boobs she could shove in his face to wake his stupid ass up. She wished that he really meant it when he called her pretty. Meant it personally. 

 

Suddenly, she picked up a slightly unusual smell in a more unusual place. Instinct told her to get to the pumpkin plushie, so she did. When she raised it close to her to inspect it, it still smelled like her. But also… it smelled like her brother. A strange scent of his that she only picked up on once when she stole his underwear from the laundry. Oh. Wow. Holy fucking smokes. Her Andy got himself off with the pumpkin she did that with first! That was more undeniable than a straight up love confession. He wanted her! She was sure of it! But an unsettled doubt still weighed on her. 

 

There are good ways to deal with doubt. And then, there’s Ashley’s way. Quiet as a mouse and slow as a snail, predatory as a serpent in the grass, Ashley tiptoes over and gets into Andy’s bed. She even gets under the blanket. He doesn’t stir. Good, not yet. Ashley observes the pumpkin plush still in her hand and still ever slowly, pushes it right up to her brother’s crotch. Sure, he’s wearing pajama pants. But he’ll feel it. She moves it against him with a gentle but strong rhythm, keeping it right up against him at all times. In his sleep, Andrew begins grinding back against it.

 

Quietly, he murmurs, “Ashley.”

 

She slots her body close to his and presses herself flush against the toy as well, pushing and pulling it to and from him with the movement of her hips alone. 

 

Something shifts, and she knows her big bro is about to wake up, so she helps him along by saying his nickname nice and clearly, “Aaaaandyyyyyyyyy.”

 

He’s still groggy, and maybe that’s why he isn’t pushing her off, but he looks at her with one eye, half his face buried in the pillow. “What are you doing, Leyley?”

 

“Helping you,” she follows this statement with a much more intense thrust. Andrew groans and she can tell that it’s more out of sexual frustration than the regular kind. 

 

“Ashley, you shou– we shouldn’t be doing this.”

 

“But I want to, Andy… and it’s not like we’re touching. Down there, at least.” She intertwines her fingers with his. He lets her. 

 

Andrew would almost believe her justifications if it weren’t for the fact that he could feel the throb and even a faint outline of her small girldick pressing against his own cock. If it weren’t for the fact that this was definitely incest, socks on or not. But it was becoming harder and harder to care with her little body radiating heat onto him and her quiet teasing voice and the feel of them frotting back and forth, only a silly excuse for a pumpkin apart. 

 

He grabbed her soft upper arms and angled her closer to him roughly, thrusting with much more force than before, “I’m definitely going to regret this.”

 

Deviant as she was, Leyley only responded with a cheeky giggle. This was practically her dream come true. Of course, they could always be even closer. But they’d get there. She was sure of it. She’d make it happen. No matter what. 

 

Ashley leans in right up close to Andrew’s face and pulls him into a kiss. Again. His hands still on her arms, he tries to turn his face away, to hide it in his pillow. But his little sister won’t back down this time. She grabs his face, fingers and nails digging into his cheeks and jaw enough to bruise and forces her mouth on his. Caught by surprise and, though he’d never admit it, a genuine thrill from her aggressive love, he lets her in and starts to kiss her back. 

 

They stay that way, kissing and frotting, for a good long while. Ashley doesn’t let up her iron grip on her big brother’s face and as the two get closer to their peak, Andrew’s hold on her grows tighter and tighter. Like this lust could break her. Like it’ll break them both. With a fucked-out grunt and a blissful moan that leads Andrew to slapping his hand over his sister’s loud little mouth, the two finish together. She clings to him after, taking no ifs ands or buts on whether or not they’ll be sleeping in the same bed. He runs his fingers through her hair and tries not to think about the shitstorm that will descend upon his brain come morning. 

 

Andy and Leyley fall asleep together, sharing a love that must not be. And yet it is. For better or for worse.
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